A Stroll along the Strand

in its pagoda or pepper castor form to this mart for foreign lands,
and recalling in every detail works of the silversmiths in the reigns
of Charles II or Queen Anne. Behind it, must be the other church
of St. Clement Danes; and were we to climb upon a roof, or mount
that very tower, we would see seventy or a hundred white steeples,
all of Portland stone, curving away in the distance, past St. Paul's
to Greenwich, as in Canaletto's painting, where as a foreigner
again he seized upon this feature of old London. They are Lon-
don's minarets, in form and variety not less capricious than that
name suggests. Works of an earlier age; for the Strand, as we see
it this fine morning of a hundred and twenty years ago, is nearly
contemporary. With few exceptions, the shops and houses date
from not later than the beginning of the century. They must be
modern enough to suit the requirements of business and trade.
Many of them are gilded and painted to look new. But, for our-
selves, they have the newness of any mediaeval town, of any place
intangible because of physical impossibility, be it Antioch or
Ephesus, Byzantium or ancient Rome, made a living reality, and
known and touched by us.

We pass by the shop of an ivory and hard wood turner and
carver. He advertises chessmen, and billiard, pool, and bagatelle
balls supplied; his sign, which we should find again upon his bill-
head, the figure of an elephant standing in a forest clearing, with a
pair of ivory tusks, lying like crossed swords, at his feet. Next
door, a grocer or fancy warehouseman has in his window; English
French, and Spanish chocolates; Westmoreland and Westphalian
hams; Parmesan, Gruyere and Chapzugar cheeses; Dutch beef for
grating; Russian and Reindeer tongues; Vermicelli and Cagliari
pastes for soups. A curious mingling of past and present; for,
among so much else that is familiar, what are Spanish chocolates,
Chapzugar cheeses, Dutch beef for grating? After this comes an
ordinary or eating house. The slate reads: cgiblet soup, roast ribs
of beef, Cheddar or red Leicester cheese, cheap oysters, Col-
chester or Whitstable, Cornish or Dutch Zeeland, jellied or
smoked eels'. Inside, there are high wooden pews, and top hats
everywhere, as in an Eton class room. For we begin, now, to take
notice of the crowd. Figures in black and drab and bottle green,
with nankeen breeches, dressed with that contradiction which
turns the townsmen of one decade into countrymen of the next.